THE    MEMOIRS    OF
the rough sepulchre, while others leapt in to tread the earth
firm, until it reached the level of the head. The deceased's
weapons were now placed in the bark tomb, which was then
covered by another sheet of bark, so that no earth should
press against the body. The pit was then filled in, and a
neat mound nearly three feet in height was beaten smooth
with paddles over it. The ceremony ended with the carving
of a fish hawk on the nearest tree, the significance of the
emblem being to suggest the name of the carandjie, which
would be translated as The Swooping Warrior.
Ralph Rashleigh, sensible though he was of all that he
owed to the old man, felt during the whole of this ceremony
nothing deeper than the quality of grief that a man endures
at the death of a dog or a horse to which he has been
attached. He had never been able to consider the ugly and
revolting old carandjie as really human, and there had been
none of that tenderness of comradeship which might have
aroused normal human affection between them. He soon
discovered, however, that he had owed his safety and free-
dom from molestation to the powerful influence of the dead
man, who had managed to hold in check the savage antipathy
which the warriors felt towards him because of his mental
superiority and the favouritism he enjoyedfrom their head-
man. From the attitude of the tribesmen towards him. now
that he had lost that protection, he realized that they would
readily kill him but for the superstitious belief that the
spirit of the old carandjie was haunting the place, ready to
avenge any injury which might be done to his adopted white
son.
This superstitious fear, however, began to dwindle before
a month had passed, for one day Terrawelo, the new
carandjie, informed Rashleigh that he must either give up
to him the two djins of his predecessor, or fight for the right
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